He was no merely amiable, no merely simple, or
reverential, or imaginative man, but one eminently
masculine and strong : a man of strong intellect, of strong
feelings, of sturdy, massive individuality. If I do not
apply to him the epithet " intense," it is because I con-
ceive it to belong more properly to a weaker type of man
in a state of strain; but I never met with a mind which
to me seemed to work constantly with so much vigour, or
with feelings so constantly in a state of fervour; the
strong intellect was, to use his own expression, " steeped
in " the strong feeling, but the man was always master
of both: so broad was the basis of his mental constitu-
tion, so powerful the original will which guided and
controlled his emotions.

R. P. GRAVES

(from Afternoon Lectures :
Recollections of Wordsworth and the Lake Country)

The next day Wordsworth arrived from Bristol at
Coleridge's cottage. I think I see him now. He answered
in some degree to his friend's description of him, but
was more gaunt arid Don Quixote-like. He was quaintly
dressed (according to the costume of that unconstrained
period) in a brown fustian jacket and striped pantaloons.
There was something of a roll, a lounge in his gait, not
unlike his own Peter Bell. There was a severe, worn
pressure of thought about his temples, a fire in his eye
(as if he saw something in objects more than the outward
appearance), an intense, high, narrow forehead, a Roman
nose, cheeks farrowed by strong purpose and feeling,
and a convulsive inclination to laughter about the mouth,
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